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“You don’t mean that, | know,
Arch,” he sald. *“Of course ] wouldn't
marry the girl when 1 really don’t
care for her. But wasn't |t the deuce
of & position to be In?”

“0Oh, Wilfred, Wilfred!" 1 mourned,

and you threw them away, [ wish 1'd
bad your chance. Your poor father,
how disappointed he'd be if he

knew.”

*“He'd be more disappolnted in me
I bad changed my mind and said 1
would marry her just for the sake of
the money," said the voung man, Cross
Iy, and turning on his heel he left the

SYNOPSIS,

CHAPTIIR L—Lord Wiltred Vincrnt
and Archibald Terhune are introduced al o 1B st
the opening of the alory, in England, the
Infter relating the tale. The pulr on an
outing miss their traln and seeking roc.
rentlon mest “the Honorable Ags ha
Wyekhoff,” whose hand la much snvght
after, becnuse of her wealth. On visliinz
the Wyckhoff castle they are Introduced
o two other girls, both known &= Agutha
Wyuvkhoff.

CIHAPTER Il.—A1
Agnthan Wyckhoffa arve introdueced and
the plot revealed. The decoansmd ELoD
father, In an eccentric moment, mude his
will so that the rea! Agatha, heiress (o
his fortunme and the custle at Wye, Ene-
: Thus Mrs. |
Armisteall, chaperon, was in duty bound
to keep the real Agatha's [denthty um-
known and suitors were invited to try-
out for the hand ef the helress. An at-
tempt by Terhune te gather a clew from
the ehaperon falls

dinner thires ather

JHAPTER 11I.—Terhuns finds old books

mtalning ploture of a former Baroneas
Wyckhoff, which ls exactlv like Agatha
Sixth, whom he is courting. Vincent en-
tertaing them all and while ridling with
Agnthe-Tifth she confs = hivr luve for
him and alxo thut s | » real hetr
ons. He spurns hor orcapos:l

(Continued from last weel_;)

This was" true. Incongruous as it |
may seem, Vincent's one serlous hob- |
by—1 don't consider his paint-dabbling
serious—which had to do with re-|
search and scholarship, was his lovs |
for things anclent In general, andl
family treea in particular. It had |
been Baroness Wyckhol's swish that
some review of the lives of the barons
of that name should be made, since
the last one had died, and Mrs. Arm-
istead had given her secretary this
work to do. I eyed Vincent searching-
Iy as he spoke, but his face was so|
thoroughly uncomscious that my sus-|
plelons were disarmed completely,

“Yes,” he sald, "there are a lot of
very interesting old books in that
mry.n

“Yes,” | =ald, “that’'s why you and
Miss Marsh spend so much time there,
I suppose. I'm glad to hear (t. I
really couldn't ses what yvou thought
was se attractive—" A sharp blow
ia the chest interrupted my speech.

“Shut up,” Vincent hissed in my
oar; “don’t you see Miss Marsh?™'

As he aspoke that young person
tripped lightly up the wide stone steps
of the veranda and was about to pass
ea when Vincent stopped her. |

“Good morning,"” he sald, his hat in
his band “Are vou beginning work
80 early ?" and he looked at the papers
carried under her arm.

“Yes,” she said, “I have a new [dea
about that last chapter we wrote.”

“I'm sorry I can’t be with you this
morning."” he answered, and she passed
inte the house. She wore a white
{rock and a natty little blue apron, and
I must admit looked very fresh and
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dainty, but Wilfred’s tone was 20 cool
and conventional that [ mentallly |
freed bim again from my acensation |
that he was Iin the midst of a ’i\‘d.l’lll.| that these artist fellows, and Vincent
flirtation, though you will agree with | never looses an opportunity to get in
me that appearances had been very | g bit of description.

mgzl?t‘f:;rtmtp:f"::u" when he and 1 S e aontinund,: <1 iwes jost
were having our nightly bedroom col 1 enlioyll:zh et view am_i sn_ying nothmg,‘
logquy I was obliged to admit that | Woen e stopped sv.ﬂtchmg the tops

off the harebells with her crop and,

Yincent, consldering his methods, had -
sccomplished a great deal. With soma | turning those warm hazel eyes of hers
on me, she asid in a low wvoice, as if

smbarrassment he related to me tha
tale of his horseback ride in the morn-| what she said didn’t matter at all,
love you!” **

lag, and I must say it completely un:
“What!"" I shouted. ‘‘She didn't?"’

nettied my bellel in the discovery I
had made as to the identity of the real “She did,*’ rted Vinaenth.‘uafully
] me »

Honorable Agatha Wyckhoff. Nelthar
Yincent nor I knew what to make of it

“Do you know, Arch,” he sald, strl-
ding up and down my room, “I've been
through a horrible experience to-day?
It was an awful shock to me, and a
leason.”

“I'm glad it was a lesson.” sald L
There are so few lessons in Vincent's
life.

“Yes.," he said, “I felt Iike a beastly
cead. And | don't see what I've done
to deserve it. Of course, I've held
her hand a couple of times—"

“That bad habit of yours again,”™ 1
murmured,

_ “And I've looked at her a lot—she's
Eot the most soul-moving eyes ¥
know.”

I didn't know. but 1 nodded. Tha
boy was very much in sarnest,

“But I never thought,”" he went on
—*1 never thought she—she—" Hae
atopped and the words seamed to stick
in his throat.

“Great heaven, man™ I cried In my
Impatience, “get It out. What didn't
you think she'd do™

“l mever thought she'd really care

her hands and lovked at me and told me
| she loved me.”’

fend us!"’ I ejaculated. Nothing else
seemed adequate. ‘“What under the
sun did you do?"’

‘““Why, 1told her simply that I didn't
love her, and couldn’t marry her, and
|1 was very sorry, but I thought we'd
better get on our horses and go home."’

“Quite right, if you don’t really
ecare,” I said, “‘but oh, Vincent!”’ as a
thought struck me, ““just think, she

been the Honorable Agatha
— real and only honorable!”’

“She wiN™ sata Vincent

I was speechless. This was the end
of it, then. 1 saw the miilions taking
unto themselves wings, and my
of milk =spllled.
Aratha had been discovered, the
gecret was out, but she had avowed
herself as loving Vincent and he had
spurned her.

for me,” he muttered, shamefacedly,| of us. One day, toward the. close of the
and turned his back on me. “How do you know she was?™ 1| two weeks. | met Vincent hurrying
“What do vou mean?” | demanded, ?*sked weakly. through the hall toward the stairs.

tmpatiently. He is most exasperating.

“Why, this” He ceased his restleas
walk and stood on the hearth rug, fa-|
d#ng me. “We'd been out about an
Bour this morning, Agatha Fifth and
[ and we'd heen getting up into the
Rilly country, when suddenly we came “But, Wilfred, my boy,” [ cried,
out of the woods and saw below us| “PTinging up, and knocking off my
the graodest stretch of country you ! 5/2sses in my excitement, “conldn’t
can imagine.” | ¥ou

Here he broke off and went into a |
rhapeody over the sky-line and the
grazing sheep, and said something
sabout Utopia and Eden and other|
things ke that, until he got through |
#t last and came to the interesting

swerad,
pose?™

edly,

should think you could!”

proved the deathblow to my |
hopes, still my interest Inm Vincent's
welfare Is 80 genulne that 1 counidn't

Sirt. They can't belp going on Mike| Beln this gpriows exvostulation. But| iagly, perbaps. He had lost such 2

AGATHA FOURTH,

II |

but with firmness— ‘‘She did. Just like |
that, out of a clear sky. Simply folded '

‘“Angels and ministers of grace, de- |

Teom. . VincelTs gelting miore cuics
tempered every day lately, and he
used to be so good natured. I'm sure
it was only natural and very disinter-
ested in me to bewall for him the re-
sult of the unfortunate affair that
morning.

CHAPTER IV,
For some days after that T was In a
| gquandary. Here. in the face of my
discovery in the lbrary, was Viocent's
positive Information that Agatha Fifth
was the heiress, Reluctantly [ de-
termined that the llkeness between
| Azatha Sixth and the pleture of the
| baroness was accidental, and began
| to devote myself to the unfortunaie
Aratha Fifth., She seemed much in-
cilned to dizcouraze me, hut I perse-
vered and we scon became great
friends. I found she was only 18, and
drew my own conclusions from this

fact., At 18 one’s convictions are never
| very  deep-rooted., neither - are one's
love affnirs, and T thought 1t likely

that the girl wounld socon forget her iil-
prospered attachment for Vincent's
handsome face, and might besgin to
think of someone else. Burely this was
a very natural belief! So the first two
weeks of onr stay at the castle sped by
and 1 saw to my satisfaction that I

pan |
The real Honovable |

was gaining ground with the Honor-
able Agatha every day, while poor
Vincent wasted his time flirting with
each Agatha in turn (he bad taken
up Agatha Sixth since my desertion)

After such a perform-|
ance there was no chance for elther| nified obscurity.

“She told me so herself,” he an-| H. had on an old velveteen coat cov-

“But after you refused ber, 1 sup| basket was over his shoulder, and 1
|-Zucssed that he was going on one of
“Of course,” sald Vincent, resign-| his skeiching tours jn search of fresh

change your mind, ceuldn’t| panied him on his sketching expedi-
you fix it up? If she really cared I tionas

Though this event would have nuring my second
own! where may you be goung®'

or in assisting Miss Marsh to write up
a lot of old dead barons who were
much better left to a decent and dig-

ered with

paint daube, his luncheon

woods and pastures new. .
“Where are you going, Wilfred?” 1

asked. as he stopped, “and where's

Agaiha Second?™ She usually accom:

“Painting," he replied, conelsaly, iz
cuoestion; “mrnd

“For a walk with <zatha Fifith" 1
answered. smiling at Zim—xs little plty-

“twenty mifliows rizht ia your grasp, |

Viarea: ~h i kiea and nls eves 1uoked

wicked., “Wizsh you luck, Arvch™ he
. -

zaid. “T've hoen watching your char-

fiable oforts to eul me cut and be a
fatter o my Hi*'o friond, Asatha FTifth,
wih'gr=2" atmiraie ) I luzzot to
tell yru”"—he lJowered his voice, for
we comld gee Azatha Tecond en the
I veranla t:Mdnz to Anatha Fifth—"1
forget to tell you that wha: Agatha
Fifth tol! moTsp't tooe.”

“Isn’t true? 1 vepeate? {r comster-

| nation.

“No,; she ronfeased to me zhout a
week ago thut she only =27d =zhe was
the real Hcnorable Az: k: te make
me mearry her. She (bonzht, the foal- |

ish littie girl, that she on

| me she was the hoire= oke me
| love her. And she sal WAS SOrTy
and wuldn't do it ngniz ond avied ke
a child, and 1 forrave hor Lad com-
| forted her. She'll gei over it all
‘s'!ght‘!" and laugh ne nilgsioase the
young rascal ram upsiair
I was really vexed il Voifred
| mbout this. I thouz=lht i1 =ry i
‘ kind of him to keep we i1 ¢ cark for
se long about Ag:tha TI| confes.
£.0n. whar a lot or uine 1'd Deer
| wasting! 1[I resolved that I wounld 5

| turn to Agatha Sixth at the first op
portunity, and 1 felt glad, even
fied, that I bad not iold him about that
album which had betraved the secret
to me. At this moment Agatha Sec-
ond appeared in the doorway.

“Hullo, Mr. Terhune,” she
“whera's Lord Wilfred?”

“He went upstairs,” I said: 1 don't
know for what."” [ could hear him in
the distance singing at the top of his
lusty young voice—

“Gentlemen rankers all are we-s-a—"'
till an ear-splitting shout from Agatha
Second

“O-h-h-h, Freddy,™ shrieked the
voung lady, with a lung power that
equaled Vincent's.

1 shivered with indignation at
Hberty. “Freddy!" indeecd!

At the third shout he heard her and
stopped singing to rend the alr with
an answering cry.

“For goodness’ =ake., what are you

s

e
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-

the

8o long about?"’ she called. *“Do hur
| ry up!u
“Coming!"” rcared Vincent, clatter-

ing down the two flishts of stairs like
a wild horse, and I hurried out to
joln Agatha Fifth, my hands over my
ears, Young people are so noisy nows-
days.

Several evenings later Agatha Fourth
had arranged to glve a progressive
dinner party. She was to be the h
tese and the rest of us were her
guests, It was an evening-dress affair,
and I must say as we sat down to din-
ner I never saw a pretller group of
girls.

Then the fun began. Agatha
Fourth’'s idea in having a progressive
#inner party was for each of the girlsa
to move up one place wiih each eour:=a
so that they could all have turns sit
ting by us. It was delightful; really,
1 don’t know that [ ever attended a
jolller dinner party. Vincent kept
quoting from the Mad Tea Party In
“Alice in Wonderland,” and the girls
laughed at every single thing he sald,
Mrs. Armistead, I am ashamed to say,
was not present; her head ached and
she had dined in her room. 1 am not
naturally noisy or riotous, but the
laughter and jokea of those six girls
were so infectious that I was oblizd
te joln in with them. Vincent sat at
one end of the table and I at the oth.
er, with thres girls on each side of us,
The secretary, of course, was not
prmnt.

Agatha Fourtk had decorated
table with some of the vyellow
and wlld fern that grew near the cos
tle. Agatha Bixth and 1 bhad found
them many times In our waanderiugs
and, by the way, she was looking o8-
pecially lovely that evening. The girla
all wore shimmering white gowns, sim-
{lar in design, with silver ornaments,
but Agatha Sixth's gown was cream-
color with ornaments of gold, and well
did it become her dark beauty.

We had reached the very end of tha
dinner, and had just made the Iast
change of places, which left me with
my favorite Agatha Sixth on my right
and Agatha Third on my left.

Suddenly, as the talk died down
and a certain contented silence fell
upon us, Vincent rose to his feet, and
bowing to us formally, began to speak:

“Ladies and gentlaman,” he sald
making the last word pointedly sin
gular, while the girls all laughed, “1
think you are all with me when I pro-
pose a vote of thinks to—to—er—our
hostess”—(I feit that he had necarcly
sald “Agatha Fourih!")—"our hostoss,
for giving us so rdelightful Aan en'sr
tainment.” “He bowed to Agaths
Fourth and went on:

“If all progressive tea parties are
;termed mad I hope [ may attend m=any
such. But as I look around me, gon
tleman and ladies fair, across the red
_Elow of the candle that turns the rosey
.to redder gold, and as [ gaze upcn the
youth and beauty here assembled. the
‘like of which I have never bheofors
.looked upon"—he made a courtly In
rclinstion of his head that included
avery mald at the table, and they all
rsighed—TI heard them—"as 1 look upon
‘this noble room, this exquisite table
and think of the graclousness of such
:hospitality, T am lnspired to propose
-8 toast in which I feel confildent wvoy
~will all join me.” At this climax Vin
.cent ralsed his giass above his head,
'“To the real Agatha!” he cried—"tq
‘the rea) Honorable Aggtha'™

(To be continued next week)
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“If it isn’t an Eastman, it ien't a
kodak.*’
supplies.

M. J. Heyl reports the sale of pianos
to A. R. Crissman, The American]

Lo to tell |

PO PP PP PSSP

drowned the song completely. |
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We carry everything in

Stationery Sundries.

If you don't see what, please ask as we likely have it.

*o

]: Everything in Sporting Goods, Fishing Tackle, ete.

]z The best line of Hammocks in the City.

]: The L. E. Waterman Fountain Pen -—conceeded hy all to
| best fountain pen on the market.
McKinley's Sheet Music, Only 10c.

Largest line of Post Cards in town.

Other articles too numerous to mention.

Before buying see our goods and compare our prices
with others.
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: Gassman’s
Shoe Shop

equipped with modern and up-to-
date machinery.

5

¢
¢

Light, medium or heavy half-soles

sewed on while you wait,

Neat mending & invisible patching a specialty

¢
i
QOur motto: "To Please You." l
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Red Gross Pha

HHAKNING. PROPRIETOR

. .

Headquarters for—

Drugs, Toilet Arlicles

AND SUNDRIES.

Prescriptions carefully compounded
day or night. "We do not substitute."

q V‘;’e_ﬁavc a large and complete stock of Sta-tionery, Sporting
Goods, Fishing Tackle. Pipes, Cigars and Tobacco.

: — = :

LLowney's Chocolates and Bon-Bons.
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Georde S. Grass,

Dealer in

SJhoes and Gents’ Furnishings.

When in need
>f anything
in my line
call and be
convinced

Execlusive
Agency for
the QUEEN
QUALITY shoe
for Women,

& the W. L. that my

Douglas shoe prices are
for Men. right, and
Remember that quality i1s the true

test of Cheapness.
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H. H. WINTERS

Harvest Supplies

Water Kegs Tacks Nails

Cylinder Oil Rivets Graphite Oil
Castor Oil Bolts Oilers

Gas Engine Oil Wrenches

Coal Oil Auger Bits
Raw Linseed Oil
Cream Separator Oil

Boiled Linseed Oil Pincers

Harness Braces

Stack Wire Pitch Forks
-Pliers Handles
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